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DIE JAHRESZEITEN 


(The Seasons) 


Der Friihling / Spring 


Der Sommer / Summer 
Intermission 


Der Herbst / Autumn 


Der Winter / Winter 


IN MEMORIAM 
MABEL WHEELER DANIELS 
1878—1971 


THE SEASONS 


Text by Gottfried van Swieten 
after the poem of James Thomson 
Translation by Thomas Dunn 


SPRING 


I. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture paints the passage of Winter to Spring) 


Seht, wie der strenge Winter flieht! Zum fernen Pole zieht er hin. Ihm folgt auf seinen Ruf der wilden 
Stiirme brausend Heer mit grasslichem Geheul. 

Seht, wie vom schroffen Fels der Schnee in triiben Stromen sich ergiesst! 

Seht, wie von Siiden her, durch laue Winde sanft gelockt, der Fruhlingsbote streicht! 


See how harsh Winter flees! To the distant poles he retreats. There follows at his call the raging com- 
pany of fierce storms with monstrous howling. 

See how the snow pours down in muddy torrents from the precipices! 

See, from the south, allured by gentle breezes, Spring rushes in! 


Il. CHORUS OF COUNTRY PEOPLE 


Komm, holder Lenz! Come, gracious Spring! 
des Himmels Gabe, komm! Gift of Heaven, come! 
aus ihrem Todesschlaf erwecke die Natur! From the sleep of death let Nature awake! 
Er nahet sich, der holde Lenz. The gracious Spring is coming; 
Schon fuhlen wir den linden Hauch, We feel his gentle breath already; 
bald lebet alles wieder auf. All things may live again! 
Frohlocket ja nicht allzu friih! Be joyful none too soon! 
oft schleicht in Nebel eingehiullt For often, wrapp’d in fog, 
der Winter wohl zurtick, Winter can creep back 
und streut auf Blut und Keim And spread his stiffening poison 
sein starres Gift. On bud and flower. 
Komm, holder Lenz, Come, gracious Spring, 
des Himmels Gabe, komm! Gift of Heaven, come! 
Auf unsre Fluren senke dich, Sink into our fields, 
und weile langer nicht. : Come, wait no longer! 


Il. RECITATIVE 


Vom Widder strahlet jetzt die helle Sonn auf uns herab. Nun weichen Frost und Dampf, und schweben 
laue Diinst umher; der Erde Busen ist gel6st; erheitert ist die Luft. 


From the Ram the bright sun shines on us now. Frost and cold are softened, and a gentle haze hovers 
in the air. Earth’s bosom is released; the air grows cheerful. 


IV. ARIA (Simon) 


Schon eilet froh der Ackermann Early goes the plowman 

zur Arbeit auf das Feld, To work his fields; 

in langen Furchen schreitet er In lengthy furrows he guides the plow 
dem Pfluge flotend nach. And whistles himself a tune. 

In abgemessnem Gange dann In measured movement, 

wirft er den Samen aus, He sows his seed, 

den birgt der Acker treu und reift , The good soil covers it; soon it will ripen 
ihn bald zur goldnen Frucht. Into golden fruit. 


V. RECITATIVE 


Der Landmann hat sein Werk vollbracht, und weder Mih noch Fleiss gespart. Den Lohn erwartet er 
aus Handen der Natur, und fleht darum den Himmel an. 


The farmer now has done his work, sparing neither toil nor weariness. The reward he awaits from 
Nature, and prays Heaven for it. 
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VI. TRIO AND CHORUS: LITANY 


Sei nun gnadig, milder Himmel! 
offne dich und traufe Segen 
uber unser Land herab! 


Lass deinen Tau die Erde wassern! 
Lass Regenguss die Furchen tranken! 
Lass deine Liifte wehen sanft, 

Lass deine Sonne scheinen hell! 


Uns spriesset Uberfluss alsdann, 
und deiner Gite Dank und Ruhm. 


Be gracious, generous Heaven! 
Open, and pour thy blessing 
On our land below! 


Let thy dew wash the earth! 
Let thy rainfall give the furrows drink! 
Let thy breezes gently blow, 
And let thy sun shine bright! 


Let abundance bud for us then, 
And thanks and praise flow for thy goodness! 


VII. RECITATIVE 


Erhort ist unser Flehn; der laue West erwarmt und fillt die Luft mit feuchten Dtnsten an. 
Sie haufen sich, nun fallen sie und giessen in der Erde Schoss den Schmuck und Reichtum der Natur. 


Our prayer is heard: the gentle west grows warm and the air fills with humid haze. 
It gathers, and now rain falls and pours down Nature’s riches and beauty on earth’s bosom. 


VIII. SONG OF JOY (with alternating Youth Choruses) 


O wie lieblich ist der Anblick 
der Gefilde jetzt! 

Kommt, ihr Madchen, lasst uns wallen 
auf der bunten Flur! 

Kommt, ihr Bursche, lasst uns wallen 
zu dem grtinen Hain! 


Seht die Lilie, seht die Rose, seht die Blumen all! 
Seht die Auen, seht die Wiesen, seht die Felder all! 
Seht die Erde, seht die Wasser, seht die helle Luft! 
Alles lebet, alles schwebet, alles reget sich. 


Seht die Lammer, wie sie springen! 
Seht die Fische, welch Gewimmel! 
Seht die Bienen, wie sie schwarmen! 
Seht die Végel, welch Geflatter! 


Welche Freude, welche Wonne, schwellet unser 
Herz! 

Siisse Triebe, sanfte Reize heben unsre Brust! 

Was ihr fiihlet, was euch reizet, ist des Schopfers 
Hauch. 

Lasst uns ehren, lasst uns loben, lasst uns preisen 
ihn! 

Lasst erschallen, ihm zu danken, eure Stimmen 
hoch! 


Ewiger, machtiger, giitiger Gott! 
Von deinem Segensmahle 
hast du gelabet uns. 
Vom Strome deiner Freuden 
hast du getrdnket uns. 


Ehre, Lob und Preis sei dir, 
ewiger, machtiger, giitiger Gott! 


O how lovely is the sight 
of the open country! 
Come, ye maids, let us wander 
through the many-colored fields! 
Come, lads, let us wander 
to the green groves! 


See the lilies, see the roses, see all the flowers! 
See the meadows, see the fields, see the pastures! 
See the earth, see the water, see the sparkling air! 
Everything’s alive, everything floats, 

everything’s in motion. 


See the lambs, how they spring! 
See the fish, what a school! 
See the bees, what a swarm! 
See the birds, what a flock! 


What joy, what bliss swells in our hearts! 


Sweet motives, gentle impulses stir our breast. 

What you feel, what moves you, is the Creator’s 
breath! 

Let us honor him, let us praise him, let us worship 
him! 

Let your voices be lifted up in thanking him! 


Eternal, mighty, merciful God, 

From thine abundant table 
Thou hast satisfied us. 

From the streams of thy joys 
Thou hast given us drink! 


Honor, praise and thanks be unto thee, 
Eternal, mighty, merciful God! 


SUMMER 


IX. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture paints the dawn of day) 


In grauem Schleier riickt heran das sanfte Morgenlicht; mit lahmen Schritten weicht vor ihm die trage 


Nacht zuriick. 


Zu distren Hohlen flieht der Leichenvégel blinde Schar, ihr dumpfer Klageton beklemmt das bange 


Herz nicht mehr. 


Des Tages Herold meldet sich; mit scharfem Laute rufet er, zu neuer Tatigkeit den ausgeruhten 


Landmann auf. 


In the gray haze the gentle light of morning first appears; with halting step sluggish night retreats 


before it. 


To their dismal caves blind ravens fly; their ghostly moaning frightens the heart no more. 
The herald of day announces himself: with piercing tone he calls the rested farmer to his chores. 
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X. ARIA AND RECITATIVE (Simon and Jane) 


Der muntre Hirt versammelt nun 
die frohen Herden um sich her; 
zur fetten Weid auf griinen Hohn, 
treibet er sie langsam fort. 


Nach Osten blickend steht er dann 
auf seinem Stabe hingelehnt, 

zu sehn den ersten Sonnenstrahl, 
welchem er entgegenharrt. 


The cheerful shepherd gathers 
His happy flock about him; 

To rich pasture land 

He sends them slowly forth. 


Then looking east, he stops 

And leans upon his crook 

To catch the first rays of the sun, 
Which he patiently awaits. 


Die Morgenrote bricht hervor, wie Rauch verflieget das leichte Gewolk. Der Himmel pranget im hellen 


Azur, der Berge Gipfel im feurigen Gold. 


The morning sunrise breaks; the nimble clouds disperse like smoke. Heaven shines bright azure, the 


mountain peaks in fiery gold. 


Sie steigt herauf, die Sonne, 

sie naht, sie kommt, sie strahlt. 
Sie scheint in herrlicher Pracht, 
in flammender Majestat! 


Heil, o Sonne, Heil! 

des Lichts und Lebens Quelle, Heil! 
O du, des Weltalls Seel und Aug, 
der Gottheit, schonstes Bild! 

Dich griissen dankbar wir! 


Wer spricht sie aus, die Freuden alle, 
die deine Huld in uns erweckt? 

Wer zahlet sie, die Segen alle, 

die deine Mild’ auf uns ergiesst? 


Die Freuden! O wer spricht sie aus? 
Die Segen! O wer zahlet sie! 

Dir danken wir, was uns ergotzt. 

Dir danken wir, was uns belebt. 

Dir danken wir, was uns erhalt. 

Dem Sch6pfer aber danken wir, 

was deine Kraft vermag. 

Dir jauchzen alle Stimmen, 

dir jauchzet die Natur. 


XI. TRIO AND CHORUS 


The sun climbs up; it mounts the skies, 
It comes still closer, casting its rays, 
Shining in glorious beauty, 

A flaming majesty on high! 


Hail, O Sun, all hail! 

Welcome, thou light and life-giver! 
Thee, the soul and eye of the universe, 
Fair reflection of the Creator, 
Thankfully we welcome. 


Who can tell of all thy joys 
And noble graces instilled in us? 
Who can count the blessings 
Thy goodness pours out for us? 


The joys, who can tell of them? 

The blessings, who can number them? 
We thank thee for what delights us. 
We thank thee for what revives us. 

We thank thee for what sustains us. 
But we thank the Creator 

For what thy power permits us. 

To thee all voices shout for joy; 

In thee all nature laughs. 


XII. RECITATIVE 


Nun regt und bewegt sich alles umher, ein buntes Gewuhl bedecket die Flur. Dem braunen Schnitter 
neiget sich der Saaten wallende Flut, die Sense blitzt, da sinkt das Korn; doch steht es bald und aufgehauft 


in festen Garben wieder da. 


Die Mittagssonne brennet jetzt in voller Glut, und giesst durch die entwélkte Luft ihr machtiges Feur 
in Stromen hinab. Ob den gesengten Flachen schwebt in niederm Qualm ein blendend Meer von Licht und 


Widerschein. 


All now moves with life; a cheerful crowd covers the meadows. The welling tide of ripened crops are 
bending beyond the reaper. The scythe flashes, and the grain sinks down, but soon is piled up again in 


standing sheaves. 


Now the noonday sun is blazing in full heat, pouring its power through the cloudless sky in streams 
of light, Over the scorched plains there arises from below thick smoke — a dazzling sea of light and reflec- 


tion. 


Dem Druck erlieget die Natur. 


Welke Blumen, diirre Wiesen, trockne Quellen, 


alles zeigt der Hitze Wut, 


und kraftlos schmachten Mensch und Tier 


am Boden hingestreckt. 


XIII. CAVATINA (Lucas) 


Nature dies under the weight. 
Withered blossoms, parched fields, dried-up springs, 
All show the heat’s fury, 
And man and beast, drained of strength, 
Stretch out along the ground. 


XIV. RECITATIVE 


Willkommen jetzt, o dunkler Hain, wo der bejahrten Eiche Dach den kiihlenden Schirm gewahrt, und 
wo der schlanken Espe Laub mit leisem Gelispel rauscht! 

Am weichen Moose rieselt da in heller Flut der Bach, und frohlich summend irrt und wirrt die bunte 
Sonnenbrut. 

Der Krauter reinen Balsamduft verbreitet Zephyrs Hauch, und aus dem nahen Busche tént des jungen 
Schafers Rohr. 


How welcome then a shaded grove, where the shade of ageless oaks gives cool protection, and where 
slender aspen leaves rustle in gentle whispers! 

Through soft moss ripples a brook in sparkling stream, and a swarm of butterflies buzzes back and 
forth. 

The spicy smell of balsam trees spreads out on Zephyr’s breath, while from the nearby thicket the 
shepherd’s reedy pipe is speaking. 


XV. ARIA (Jane) 


O what comfort for the senses! 
What rest for the heart! 
Refreshment courses 
Through every nerve and capillary. 


Welche Labung fiir die Sinne! 
Welch’ Erholung fir das Herz! 
Jeden Aderzweig durchstromet, 


und in jeder Nerve bebt erquickendes 
Gefiihl. 


Die Seele wachet auf zu reizendem Genuss, The soul awakes to the stimulation, 
und neue Kraft erhebt durch milden Drang And, with gentlest pressure, new strength revives 
die Brust. the soul. 


XVI. RECITATIVE 


Oseht! Es steiget in der schwilen Luft am hohen Saume des Gebirgs von Dampf und Dunst ein 
fahler Nebel auf. Empor gedrangt dehnt er sich aus, und hiillet bald den Himmelsraum in schwarzes Dunkel 


ein. 


Hort, wie vom Tal ein dumpf Gebrull den wilden Sturm verktind’t! Seht, wie von Unheil schwer, die 
finstre Wolke langsam zieht, und drohend auf die Ebne sinkt! 
In banger Ahnung stockt das Leben der Natur. Kein Tier, kein Blatt beweget sich, und Todesstille 


herrscht umher. 


Behold, on the mountain top arising in the sultry air a pale fog of mist and haze. It climbs aloft, 


spreading out, enveloping the heavens in blackness. 


Hear from the valley the muffled roar foretelling a fierce storm! See the troublous clouds drawing 


slowly nearer, threatening the plains! 


In anxious presentiment Nature stands stock still: Not a leaf, not a creature moves; deathly silence 


reigns. 


Ach! das Ungewitter naht! 
Hilf uns, Himmel! 

O wie der Donner rollt! 

O wie die Winde toben! 

Wo fliehn wir hin? 


Flammende Blitze durchwithlen die Luft; 
den zackigen Keilen berstet die Wolke, 
und Giisse stiirzen herab. 


Wo ist Rettung! 
Wiitend rast der Sturm. 
Himmel, hilf uns! 

Weh uns Armen! 


Der weite Himmel entbrennt. 
Schmetternd krachen Schlag auf ails 
die schweren Donner fiirchterlich. 
Erschiittert wankt die Erde 

bis in des Meeres Grund. 


XVII. CHORUS 


Help! the cloud burst nears! 
Heaven help us! 

How the thunder rolls! 

How the wind is gusting! 
Where can we take shelter? 


Flashing lightning splits the clouds, 
And torrents pour down. 


Where is shelter? 

Furiously on the storm rages. 
Woe unto us! 

Heaven help us! 


The sky is ablaze 

As blow on blow, 

The deafening thunder crashes upon us. 
Embattled earth quakes 

To the very ocean’s floor. 


XVIII. 


Die diistren Wolken trennen sich; 
gestillet ist der Sturme Wut. 

Vor ihrem Untergange 

blickt noch die Sonn’ empor, 

und von dem letzten Strahle glanzt 
mit Perlenschmuck geziert die Flur. 


Zum lang gewohnten Stalle kehrt, 

gesdtigt und erfrischt, das fette Rind zurtick. 
Dem Gatten ruft die Wachtel schon. 

Im Grase zirpt die Grille froh. 

Und aus dem Sumpfe quakt der Frosch. 

Die Abendglocke tont. 


Von oben winkt der helle Stern 
und ladet uns zur sanften Ruh. 


Madchen, Bursche, Weiber, kommt! 
unser wartet siisser Schlaf, 

wie reines Herz, gesunder Leib, 
und Tages Arbeit ihn gewahrt. 


Wir gehn, wir folgen euch. 


TRIO WITH CHORUS 


The gloomy clouds now part; 

The madness of the storm is stilled. 

In its setting, 

The sun shines forth again, 

And, with its dying beams, 

Makes pearls of raindrops to grace the fields. 


The cattle move back refreshed and full 
To their accustomed stalls. 

The quail is calling to his mate 

And crickets chirp in the grass. 

From the marshes croak the frogs. 

The Angelus is tolling. 


Above the stars are twinkling, 
Bidding us to gentle rest. 


Lads and lasses, matrons, come, 

Sweet sleep invites us, 

As is given the pure of heart, the healthy body — 
Reward for the day’s labor. 


We come, we follow. 


Intermission 


AUTUMN 


XIX. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture depicts the husbandman’s satisfaction at the abundant harvest) 


Was durch seine Bliite der Lenz zuerst versprach, was durch seine Warme der Sommer reifen hiess, 


zeigt der Herbst in Fille dem frohen Landmann jetzt. 


Den reichen Vorrat fiihrt er nun auf hochbeladnen Wagen ein. Kaum fasst der weiten Scheune Raum, 


was ihm sein Feld hervorgebracht. 


Sein heitres Auge blickt umher, es misst den aufgettirmten Segen ab, und Freude stromt in seine Brust. 


What in springtime’s blossoms was promised, what through its warmth Summer brought to ripeness, 
now Autumn gives the happy husbandman in abundance. 
He heaps the rich bounty high on wagons, scarcely is there room in the barns for what his fields have 


given back. 


He looks around his accumulated bounty with pleased eye, and joy fills his heart to the brim. 


XX. TRIO WITH CHORUS 


So lohnet die Natur den Fleiss, 

ihn ruft, ihn lacht sie an, 

ihn muntert sie durch Hoffnung auf, 
ihm steht sie willig bei, 

ihm wirket sie, mit voller Kraft. 


Von dir, o Fleiss, kommt alles Heil. 
Die Hutte, die uns schirmt, 

die Wolle, die uns deckt, 

Die Speise, die uns nahrt, 

ist deine Gab, ist dein Geschenk. 


O Fleiss, o edler Fleiss, 
von dir kommt alles Heil. 
Du fléssest Tugend ein, 
und rohe Sitten milderst du. 
Du wehrest Laster ab, 
und reinigest der Menschen Herz. 
Du starkest Mut und Sinn 
zum Guten und zu jeder Pflicht. 


Thus Nature rewards honest toil; 
It calls, shows favor, 

Encourages with hope, 

And stands ready to produce 

In fullest measure. 


From thee, O labor, flows every blessing. 
The houses which shelter us, 

The clothing which covers us, 

The food which refreshes us, 

These are thy gifts to us. 


O labor, noble toil, 
from thee comes every blessing. 
Virtue flows from thee, 
and coarse manners are polished, 
You ward off vice, 
and purify mankind. 
You strengthen courage and will 
for good or duty. 


XXI. RECITATIVE 


Seht, wie zum Haselbusche dort die rasche Jugend eilt! An jedem Aste schwinget sich der Kleinen 
lose Schar, und der bewegten Staud entsttirzt gleich Hagelschau’r die lockre Frucht. 

Hier klimmt der junge Bau’r den hohen Stamm entlang die Leiter flink hinauf. Vom Wipfel der ihn 
deckt, sieht er sein Liebchen nahn, und ihrem Tritt entgegen fliegt dann im trauten Scherze die runde Nuss 


herab. 


Im Garten stehn um jeden Baum die Madchen gross und klein, dem Obste, das sie klauben, an frischer 


Farbe gleich. 
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See, to the hazelwood trees the boys have run! They chin themselves on the boughs which rain down 


hazelnuts like hail-stones. 


Against the trunk the young farmer sets his ladder and nimbly climbs it. From the treetop hidden in 
the leaves he sees his beloved and throws a nut at her feet in intimate jest. 


In the garden the girls are standing around the trees, each, fat or thin, the sprightly color of the fruit 


she is picking. 


XXII. DUET (Lucas and Jane) 


Ihr Schénen aus der Stadt, kommt her! 
Blickt an die Téchter der Natur, 

die weder Putz noch Schminke ziert. 
Da seht mein Hannchen, seht! 


_ Thr bluht Gesundheit auf den Wangen, 
im Auge lacht Zufriedenheit, 

und aus dem Munde spricht das Herz, 
wenn sie mir Liebe schwort. 


Ihr Herrchen siiss und fein, bleibt weg! 
hier schwinden eure Kiinste ganz, 

und glatte Worte wirken nicht, 

man gibt euch kein Gehor. 


Nicht Gold, nicht Pracht kann uns verblenden, 
ein redlich Herz ist, was uns rtihrt, 

und meine Winsche sind erfiullt, 

wenn treu mir Lukas ist. 


Blatter fallen ab, 
Friichte welken hin, 
Tag und Jahr vergehn, 
nur meine Liebe nicht. 


Schoner griint das Blatt, 
susser schmeckt die Frucht, 
heller glanzt der Tag, 

wenn deine Liebe spricht. 


Welch ein Gliick ist treue Liebe! 

unsre Herzen sind vereinet, 

trennen kann sie Tod allein. 
Liebstes Hannchen! 
Bester Lukas! 


Lieben und geliebet werden 
ist der Freuden hochster Gipfel, 
ist des Lebens Wonn und Glick! 


XXIII 


Ye beauties of the town, come here! 
See the daughters of the field 

Whom neither art nor skill adorn. 
Behold my Jane. 


She blooms with health in her cheeks, 
Her eyes laugh happiness; 

Her heart speaks on her lips 

When she vows her love to me. 


Ye gentlemen so sweet and fine, stay away! 
Your false wiles are vain, 

Your polished words 

Will go unheeded. 


No gold nor finery will dazzle us. 
An honest heart will move us, 
And all my wishes will come true 
When Lucas is faithful. 


Leaves fall, 

Fruit withers, 

Days and years pass away, 
But not my love. 


Greener grows the leaf, 
Sweeter tastes the fruit, 
The day shines brighter 
When love speaks. 


What fortune is true love! 

Our hearts are united; 

Death alone can part us. 
Beloved Jane! 
Dearest Lucas! 


To love and be loved 
Ts the highest peak of joy, 
Life’s best fortune and bliss! 


. RECITATIVE 


Nun zeiget das entblosste Feld der ungebetnen Gaste Zahl, die an den Halmen Nahrung fand, und 
irrend jetzt sie weiter sucht. Des kleinen Raubes klaget nicht der Landmann, der ihn kaum bemerkt; dem 
Ubermasse wiinscht er doch nicht ausgestellt zu sein. Was ihn dagegen sichern mag, sieht er als Wohltat an, 
und willig frohnt er dann zur Jagd, die seinen guten Herrn ergotzt. 


Now the new-mowyn fields disclose a number of univited guests, who found food on the stalks, and 
now are seeking far and wide. The farmer does not complain about such little thieves; he scarcely notices 
them: it is the abundance he wishes not to be stolen. Whatever may make it safe he considers good, and he 


is a willing slave to the hunt, which delights his lord. 


XXIV. ARIA (Simon) 


Seht auf die breiten Wiesen hin! 
seht, wie der Hund im Grase streift! 
am Boden suchet er die Spur, 

und geht ihr unablassig nach. 


Jetzt aber reisst Begierd ihm fort! 

er horcht auf Ruf und Stimme nicht mehr. 
Er eilet zu haschen, da stockt sein Lauf, 
nun steht er unbewegt wie Stein. 


Dem nahen Feinde zu entgehn, 

erhebt der scheue Vogel sich, 

doch rettet ihn nicht schneller Flug. 

Es blitzt, es knallt, ihn erreichet das Blei, 
und wirft ihn tot aus der Luft herab. 


See yonder in the open meadow 
How the hound patrols. 

He seeks the scent upon the ground; 
Ceaselessly he roams. 


Now instinct impels him; 

He heeds command no more; 
He hastes to conquest — 
And stands still as stone. 


To escape his enemy 

The frightened bird flies up; 

But swiftest flight can’t save him now; 

A flash — a shot — the bullet finds its mark, 
And flings him dead from sky to ground. 


XXV. RECITATIVE 


Hier treibt ein dichter Kreis die Hasen aus dem Lager auf. Von allen Seiten hingedrangt, hilft ihnen 
keine Flucht. Schon fallen sie, und liegen bald in Reihen freudig hingezahlt. 


Now the hares must leave their hiding places. Hemmed in from all sides, they have no escape. Soon 
they lie neatly in rows, and cheerfully are counted. 


XXVI. CHORUS OF HUNTERS 


Hort das laute Geton, Hear the noisy sound 

das dort im Walde klinget! That sets the forest ringing — 

Es ist der gellenden Horner Schall, The braying horn, 

der gierigen Hunde Gebelle. The eager, bugling hounds. 

Schon flieht der aufgesprengte Hirsch; Already the leaping stag has fled 

ihm rennen die Doggen und Reiter nach. With hounds and horses in hot pursuit. 

Er flieht! er springt! He runs, he flees! How he leaps! 

O wie er sich streckt! How he stretches himself! 

Da bricht er aus den Gestrauchen hervor, Now he breaks out of the brush 

und lduft tiber Feld in das Dickicht hinein! And runs through the fields into the thicket. 

Jetzt hat er die Hunde getauscht; He has tricked the hounds! 

zerstreuet schwarmen sie umher. They scatter and stray — the pack is broken up. 

Tajo! Tajo! Der Jager Ruf, Tayo! tayo! The hunters’ cries, 

der Horner Klang‘versammelt aufs neue sie. The crackling horns rally them again. 

Ho! Tajo! Tajo! Tayo! ho! tayo! 

Mit doppeltem Eifer sttirzet nun der Haufe With doubled zeal the pack picks up the scent. 
vereint auf die Fahrte los. 

Von seinen Feinden eingeholt, Surrounded by his enemies, 

an Mut und Kraften ganz erschopft Exhausted in strength and courage, 

erlieget nun das schnelle Tier. Behold, the fleet deer dies. 

Sein nahes Ende kiindet an His death a song proclaims: 

des tonenden Erzes Jubellied, A song of joy the brasses sing, 

der freudigen Jager Siegeslaut: A song of victory the happy hunters shout: 

Halali! Halali! Hurray! Hurray! 


XXVIII. RECITATIVE 


Am Rebenstocke blinket jetzt die helle Traub in vollem Safte, und ruft dem Winzer freundlich zu, dass 
er zu lesen sie, nicht weile. Schon werden Kuf und Fass zum Higel hingebracht, und aus den Hitten strémet 
zum frohen Tagewerke das muntre Volk herbei. 

Seht, wie den Berg hinan von Menschen alles wimmelt! Hért, wie der Freudenton von jeder Seit 
erschallet! Die Arbeit fordert lachender Scherz vom Morgen bis zum Abend hin, und dann erhebt der 
brausende Most die Frohlichkeit zum Lustgeschrei. 


On the vines the juicy grapes are hanging full ripe; they cry out to the vintner to be gathered without 
delay. Soon barrels and vats are brought to the mountainside, and from the houses joyful people stream out 
to join in the happy work. 

The mountain is aswarm with people. Hear the joyful cries ringing from every side. The work calls 
forth many a joke from morn to night, and the fermenting new wine raises the happiness to shouts of joy. 


XXVIII. CHORUS 


Juhhe, juhhe! der Wein ist da, Hurray! Here’s the wine! 

die Tonnen sind gefillt, The barrels have been filled, 

nun lasst uns frohlich sein, Now let’s be happy. 

aus vollem Halse schrein! Hurray! Scream at the top of your lungs! 
Lasst uns trinken! Drink, brothers, and be happy. 

trinket, Briider, lasst uns frohlich sein. Everybody sing and be happy! 

Lasst uns singen! Hurray! Long live the wine! 


singet alle, lasst uns frohlich sein. 
Es lebe der Wein! 


Es lebe das Land, wo er uns reift! Long live the land that ripens it! 

Es lebe das Fass, das ihn verwahrt! Long live the cask that nurtures it! 

Es lebe der Krug, woraus er fliesst! Long live the pitchers from which it pours! 
Kommt ihr Briider! fillt die Kannen, Come, brothers, fill the tankards, 

leert die Becher, lasst uns frohlich sein. Drain the glasses, and be happy. 

Haida! 

Nun tonen die Pfeifen und wirbelt die Trommel. Now the fifes and drums are playing. 

Hier kreischet die Fiedel, da schnarret die Leier, The fiddles are scraping and the hurdy-gurdy is 
und dudelt der Bock. wheezing, 


10 And the bag-pipe is droning. 


Schon hiipfen die Kleinen und springen die 
Knaben. 

Dort fliegen die Madchen, im Arme der Burschen, 
den landlichen Reihn. 

Haisa, hopsa, lasst uns hiipfen! 

Jauchzet, larmet! Springet, tanzet! lachet, 
singet! 

Nun fassen wir den letzten Krug, und singen 


dann in vollem Chor dem freudenreichen 
Rebensaft! 


Es lebe der Wein, der edle Wein, der Grillen und 
Harm verscheucht! 

Sein Lob ert6ne laut und hoch in tausendfachem 
Jubelschall! 


Haida, lasst uns frohlich sein, aus vollem Halse 
schrein, 


Juh! Juh! 


The children are skipping and leaping, 


The girls are flying through the-lines of dancers on 
the arms of their partners. 

Hurray! let’s skip and jump and dance. 

Scream, and be noisy, laugh and sing, leap and 
dance! 


Now seize the last jug and sing in chorus to the 
happy-making wine: 


Long live the wine, the noble wine that chases grief 
and melancholy away. 
Its praise proclaim loud and clear. 


Be happy! Scream at the top of your lungs! 


Hurray! Hurray! 


WINTER 


XXIX. OVERTURE AND RECITATIVE 
(The Overture paints the thick fogs at the beginning of Winter) 


Nun senket sich das blasse Jahr, und fallen Diinste kalt herab. Die Berg’ umhiullt ein grauer Dampf, 
der endlich auch die Flachen driickt, und am Mittage selbst der Sonne matten Strahl verschlingt. 
Aus Lapplands Hohlen schreitet er, der stirmisch distre Winter jetzt. Vor seinem Tritt erstarrt in 


banger Stille die Natur. 


Now the dying year sinks to rest, and chilling mists roll in. Gray mist envelops the mountains and 
descends to the plains; even at noon the sun shines forth in feeble rays. 
From Lapland’s icy caves Winter comes with gloomy storms, and Nature at his step congeals in 


anxious quiet. 


XXX. CAVATINA (Jane) 


Licht und Leben sind geschwachet, 
Warm’ und Freude sind verschwunden. 
Unmutsvollen Tagen folget 

schwarzer Nachte lange Dauer. 


Light and life have weakened, 
Warmth and joy have vanished. 
Dreary days follow 

Lengthy nights of darkness. 


XXXI. RECITATIVE 


Gefesselt steht der breite See, gehemmt in seinem Laufe der Strom. Im Sturze vom tiirmenden Felsen 
hangt, gestockt und stumm der Wasserfall. Im diirren Haine tont kein Laut. Die Felder deckt, die Taler fiillt 
ein’ ungeheure Flockenlast. Der Erde Bild ist nun ein Grab, wo Kraft und Reiz erstorben liegt, wo Leichen- 
farbe traurig herrscht, und wo dem Blicke weit umher nur 6de Wiistenei sich zeigt. 


The sea is fettered, the tide is chained in its course. The waterfalls stock still and mute hang from the 
towering rocks. In barren fields no sound is heard. The meadows and the valleys stand covered by a mon- 
strous weight of snowflakes. The earth is a picture of a grave where strength and charm lie dead, where 
death’s pallor rules, and where only bleak wasteland is seen. 


XXXII. ARIA (Lucas) 


Hier steht der Wandrer nun, 
verwirrt und zweifelhaft, 

wohin: den Schritt er lenken soll. 
Vergebens suchet er den Weg, 

ihn leitet weder Pfad noch Spur, 
vergebens strenget er sich an, 

und watet durch den tiefen Schnee, 
er findt sich immermehr verirrt. 


Jetzt sinket ihm der Mut, 

und Angst beklemmt sein Herz, 
da er den Tag sich neigen sieht, 
und Midigkeit und Frost 

ihm alle Glieder lahmt. 


Doch plétzlich trifft sein spahend Aug’ 
der Schimmer eines nahen Lichts. 


Da lebt er wieder auf, 

vor Freude pocht sein Herz. 

Er geht, er eilt der Hiitte zu, 

wo starr und matt er Labung hofft. 


Here stands a wanderer, 

Bewildered and confused, 

Which way to take. 

Vainly he seeks the path; 

Neither footprint nor lane guides him, 
He stretches every nerve 

Dragging through the drifted snow 
Only to find himself more confused. 


His courage sinks, 

Fear clutches his heart 

As he sees the daylight running out 
And frost and exhaustion 

Reach every limb. 


Suddenly his watchful eye 
Catches the shimmer of a near-by light. 


He lives again, 

His heart throbs with joy. 

He goes, he runs to the cottage 

Where, numbed and wet, his spirit revives. 11 


XXXII. RECITATIVE 


So wie er naht, schallt in sein Ohr, durch heulende Winde nur erst geschreckt, heller Stimmen lauter 
Klang. Die warme Stube zeigt ihm dann des Dorfchens Nachbarschaft, vereint im trauten Kreise, den Abend 
zu verkiirzen, mit leichter Arbeit und Gesprach. Am Ofen schwatzen hier vor ihrer Jugendzeit die Vater. Zu 
Korb und Reuse flicht die Weidengert, und Netze strickt der Sohne muntrer Haufe dort. Am Rocken 
spinnen die Miitter, am laufenden Rade die Téchter; und ihrem Fleiss belebt ein ungekinstelt frohes Lied. 


As he nears, he hears, first frightened by the howling wind, the noises of cheerful voices. The warm 
room is filled with neighbors of the little village, sitting in a circle, shortening the evening with light work 
and gossip. At the fireplace the fathers are babbling about their youth; fixing wicker baskets with willows 
and weaving nets, the sons make a happy group. The mothers are at the spindles while their daughters are 


at the wheel. A lively song lightens their work. 


XXXIV. SONG WITH CHORUS 


Knurre, schnurre, knurre, 
schnurre, Radchen, schnurre! 


Drille, Radchen, lang und fein, 
drille fein ein Fadelein 
mir zum Busenschleier! 


Weber, webe zart und fein, 
webe fein das Schleierlein 
mir zur Kirmesfeier. 


Aussen blank und innen rein 
muss des Madchens Busen sein, 
wohl deckt ihn der Schleier! 


Aussen blank und innen rein, 
fleissig, fromm und sittsam sein, 
locket wackre Freier! 


Groaning, whirring, turning, 
Spin, my wheel, keep turning! 


Spin my wheel, so long and fine, 
Spin a thread quite thin and fine, 
Fit for bosom’s veiling. 


Weaver, weave quite light and fine, 
Weaving e’er this veil of mine, 
Fit for feast-day wearing. 


Outward smooth and pure within 
Covered with the veil you spin 
Must a maiden’s bosom be. 


Outward smooth and pure within 
Diligent and chaste, will win 
Suitors brave and charming. 


XXXV. RECITATIVE 


Abgesponnen ist der Flachs, nun stehn die Rader still. Da wird der Kreis verengt und von dem 
Mannervolk umringt, zu horchen auf die neue Mar, die Hanne jetzt erzahlen wird. 


Now the )tax is wound, and the spinning wheels stand still. The circle narrows, and surrounded by 


the men, Jane tells a tale to amuse them, 


XXXVI. SONG WITH CHORUS 


Ein Madchen, das auf Ehre heilt, 
liebt’ einst ein Edelmann, 

da er schon langst auf sie gezielt, 
traf er allein sie an. 


Er stieg sogleich vom Pferd und sprach: 
Komm, kiisse deinen Herrn! 

sie rief vor Angst und Schrecken: Ach! 
ach ja, von Herzen gern! 


Ei, ei, ei, ei, warum nicht nein? 


Sei ruhig, sprach er, liebes Kind, 
und schenke mir dein Herz! 
denn meine Lieb ist treu gesinnt, 
nicht Leichtsinn oder Scherz. 


Dich mach ich gliicklich! 

nimm dies Geld, den Ring, die goldne Uhr, 
und hab ich sonst was dir gefallt, 

o sag’s und fordre nur. 


Ei, ei, ei, ei, das klingt recht fein. 


Nein, sagt sie, das war’ viel gewagt, 
mein Bruder mocht es sehn, 
und wenn er’s meinem Vater sagt, 
wie wird mir’s dann ergehn! 


Er ackert uns hier allzunah, 
sonst konnt es wohl geschehn. 
Schaut nur von jenem Higel, da 
konnt ihr ihn ackern sehn! 


Ho, ho, was soll das sein? 
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A maid, who kept her honor clean 
Was seen from quite a way 

By a nobleman, who, by mere chance, 
Did meet her one fine day. 


He jumped down from his horse to say: 
“Come, kiss me quick, my dove.”’ 

She cried in fear and trembling, “Why — 
Why yes, that I would love!” 


Hey, hey, ho, ho, why not say no? 


“Be calm,”’ he said, “‘my dear sweet child, 
I give my heart to you; 

No mockery or jest is this, 

My love for you is true.”’ 


“T'll make you happy! 

Take this money, watch of gold, and ring, 
And if all this is not enough, 

Just ask for anything.” 


Hey, hey, ho, ho, that sounds quite good! 


“No, no,”’ said she, “that’s not so good; 
My brother might just see, 

And if he told my father — wow! 
That’s not so good for me!” 


“He’s plowing all too close to us, 
Or else it would be fun. 

Look over yonder hillside there, 
You'll see where he’s begun.” 


Ho, ho, hey, hey, is this for fun? 


Indem der Junker geht und sieht, And while the squire went off to look, 


Schwingt sich das lose Kind She jumped as quick’s could be 

auf seinen Rappen und entflieht Upon the horse that he'd forsook. 
geschwinder als der Wind. Fleet as the wind rode she. 

Lebt wohl, rief sie, mein gnadger Herr, “Good health,”’ she cried, “my noble knight, 
so rach ich meine Schmach! Your insult now is done.” 

Ganz eingewurzelt stehet er And quite astonished by the sight, 

und gafft ihr staunend nach. He knew the girl had won! ” 

Ha, ha, das war recht fein. Ha, ha, ho, ho, that’s neatly done. 


XXXVII. RECITATIVE 


Vom diirren Oste dringt ein scharfer Eishauch jetzt hervor. Schneidend fahrt er durch die Luft, 
verzehret jeden Dunst und hascht des Tieres Odem selbst. Des grimmigen Tyranns des Winters Sieg ist nun 
vollbracht und stummer Schrecken driickt den ganzen Umfang der Natur. 


From the barren east a fierce ice storm blows up. Slicing through the air, it cuts the fog and even 
stifles the animals’ breath. The victory of that grim tyrant Winter is now complete; dumb terror strikes the 
whole of Nature. 

XXXVIII. ARIA AND RECITATIVE (Simon) 


Erblicke hier, betorter Mensch, Consider, O deluded man 
erblicke deines Lebens Bild! The picture of your life. 
Verbliihet ist dein kurzer Lenz, Faded is your short Spring, 
ersch6pfet deines Sommers Kraft. Exhausted is your summer’s strength. 
Schon welkt dein Herbst dem Alter zu, Already your autumn has withered into old age 
schon naht der bleiche Winter sich, Already pallid winter draws near 
und zeiget dir das offne Grab. And points you to the waiting grave. 
Wo sind sie nun, die hoh’n Entwirfe, Where are ye now, lofty schemes, 
die Hoffnungen von Glick, High hopes of fortune, 
die Sucht nach eitlem Ruhme, The seeking after idle fame, 
der Sorgen schwere Last? The heavy weight of cares? 
Wo sind sie nun, die Wonnetage, Where are ye now, ye days of pleasure, 
verschwelgt in Uppigkeit? Gobbled up in fleshliness? 
Und wo die frohen Nachte And where are ye, O happy nights 
im Taumel durchgewacht? Passed sleepless in revelry? 
Wo sind sie nun? wo? Where are ye now? Where? 
Verschwunden sind sie wie ein Traum! They have vanished like a dream. 
Nur Tugend bleibt! Only virtue lasts! 


Sie bleibt allein, und leitet uns unwandelbar durch Zeit und Jahreswechsel, durch Jammer oder 
Freude, bis zu dem hochsten Ziele hin. 


It alone remains and guides us eternally through time and change of seasons, through misery or joy 
to our highest goal. 


(continued on next page) 





REMAINING CONCERT OF THE 156th SEASON .... 
April 23, 1971 / Jordan Hall / 8:30 p.m. 


PURCELL Dido and Aeneas (Concert Opera) 


MILLER The Seven Last Days 
(Choral Composition Contest Winner) 


Tickets priced at $6.00, $4.50, $3.50, $3.00 and $2.50 are available now by 
advance mail-order at the Society’s Office. Tickets on sale at the Jordan Hall 
Box Office after April 2, 1971. 
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XXXIX. TRIO AND DOUBLE CHORUS 


Dann bricht der grosse Morgen an, 
der Allmacht zweites Wort erweckt 
zum neuen Dasein uns, 

von Pein und Tod auf immer frei. 


Die Himmelspforten 6ffnen sich, 
der heilge Berg erscheint, 

ihn kront des Herren Zelt, 

wo Ruh und Friede thront. 


Wer darf durch diese Pforte gehn? 
Der Arges mied und Gutes tat! 
Wer darf besteigen diesen Berg? 
Von dessen Lippen Wahrheit floss! 
Wer darf in diesem Zelte wohnen? 
Der Armen und Bedrdangten half! 
Wer wird den Frieden dort geniessen? 
Der Schutz und Recht der Unschuld gab! 


O seht, der grosse Morgen naht! 
O seht, er leuchtet schon! 

Die Himmelspforten 6ffnen sich, 
der heilge Berg erscheint! 


Voruber sind, verbrauset sind die leidenvollen 
Tage, 

des Lebens Winterstiirme! 

Ein ew’ger Fruhling herrscht, und grenzenlose 
Seligkeit wird der Gerechten Lohn! 


Auch uns werd einst ein solcher Lohn! 
Lasst uns wirken, lasst uns streben! 
Lasst uns kampfen, lasst uns harren, 
zu erringen diesen Preis! 


Uns leite deine Hand, o Gott! 
verleih uns Stark und Mut! 

Dann singen wir. Dann gehn wir ein 
in deines Reiches Herrlichkeit! 


Amen! 


Program Notes by Joseph Dyer 


Then the glorious morning will break, 
The promise of the Almighty 

Wakes us to new life 

Free from pain and death forever. 


The heavenly gates will open, 
The holy mountain will appear, 
The Lord’s dwelling place, 
Where rest and peace abide. 


Who shall enter into these gates? 
He who shuns evil and does good. 
Who shall climb this mountain? 
He whose lips speak truth. 
Who shall dwell in this holy place? 
He who has helped the poor and needy. 
Who shall enjoy its peace? 
He who gave shelter and justice to the innocent. 


Behold, the glorious morning dawns! 
Behold, it shines already. 

The heavenly portals open, 

The holy mountain shines forth! 


Gone, vanished are the sorrow-laden days of life’s 
wintery storms! 

Eternal Spring reigns at last 
and boundless blessedness will be 
the reward of the righteous. 


May such reward at last come to us! 
Let us work, let us strive, 
Let us await it, and let us gain it 

at the last. 


Guide us by thy hand, O God. 
Renew in us courage and strength. 
Then shall we sing and go forth 
Into the glory of thy kingdom. 


Amen. 


HAYDN: Die Jahreszeiten (The Seasons) 


The founders of this Society had good reason for associating the names of 
Handel and Haydn as joint patrons of their venture. The works of these two 
composers were the common cornerstone of the nineteenth-century choral 
movement. Haydn was appreciated mainly on the basis of a single work: The 
Creation (1799); his great symphonic Masses and even The Seasons (1801) were 
relatively neglected. Nearly three-quarters of a century passed before the work 
we will hear this evening first appeared on a Handel and Haydn Society program 
(in 1875). 

Haydn, without the precedents set by Handel in the oratorio and without his 
own personal experiences in England, might never have turned in the seventh 
decade of his life to the composition of large-scale choral works. Haydn was 
surrounded by the adulation of admirers during his visits to England (1790 and 
1794). The nobility and the musical public greeted his opening concert with (in 
Dr. Burney’s words) “‘a degree of enthusiasm as almost amounted to frenzy.” 
The composer was deeply moved by this testimony of affection. Although he 
must have been acquainted with some works of Handel, the Handel Festival of 
May, 1791 left the composer stunned: never had he experienced the powerful 
effect of the massed choruses which were an essential part of the English 
commemorations, 
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From the 1770s on, the influential Baron Gottfried van Swieten 
(1734—1803), Prefect of the Imperial and Royal Court Library, was an active 
promoter of Bach and Handel. It was he who organized the first performance of 
one of Handel’s oratorios in Vienna: Alexander’s Feast given in 1771 at the 
Schwarzenberg Palais, the same palace where, thirty years later, The Seasons was 
first performed. Mozart and Beethoven took part in the baron’s concerts in the 
splendid hall of the Court Library. Both Haydn and van Swieten knew of the 
English mania for oratorio and the composer asked van Swieten to translate and 
adapt for his use the text of a libretto, a compilation from Genesis and Paradise 
Lost, he was given in England. This ultimately became The Creation. In a single 
stroke Haydn had created the greatest choral work since Handel (with the 
exception of Mozart’s Requiem) and established a new tradition in German- 
speaking lands. 

The success of The Creation elated van Swieten and he was soon pressing 
Haydn for a yet greater creative effort; this time he proposed the subject: an 
adaptation of Zhe Seasons, a long descriptive and reflective poem by the 
Scottish poet, James Thomson (1700—1748). Although virtually forgotten 
today, The Seasons enjoyed a tremendous vogue in the eighteenth century. 
Dozens of editions appeared in English; the first one in the New World was 
printed at Newburyport in the 1770s. 

Van Swieten seized on Thomson’s strength of colorful description and vivid 
scene painting, eliminating entirely the long digressions and patriotic exhorta- 
tions of the English poem. The 1744 edition of Thomson’s poem, the one which 
van Swieten apparently worked from, is over five thousand lines long — a work 
of epic dimensions. The librettist treated it as a source book for episodes and 
evocative description. Only a few of van Swieten’s lines are exact translations of 
Thomson, Hanne, Simon and Lukas were created by van Swieten in a weak 
attempt to pay lip-service to the dramatic oratorio tradition. As personalities 
they are quite unconvincing. 

Van Swieten’s most radical departure from his model comes in the Autumn 
section of the oratorio. Neither the lively hunting scenes nor the boisterous wine 
festival have any basis in Thomson’s work. The poet abhorred the hunt: “‘These 
are not subjects for the peaceful man, nor will she [the muse] stain her spotless 
theme with such... Tis not joy to her, this falsely cheerful barbarous game of 
death.”” Thomson’s description of a drunken revel scarcely suggests he approved 
of drinking as a pastime either. 

At the beginning of the nineteenth century Haydn was without a doubt the 
most celebrated composer the world had ever known. A deluge of honors, medals 
and honorary memberships in musical and learned societies were showered on 
him by an adoring public. What other composer could have the Empress of 
Austria as the soprano soloist for court performances of his oratorios? Any work 
of his would, of course, be received with deference. Even so, the report of the 
Allgemeine Musikalische Zeitung on the first performance indicates more than 
merely polite approbation: “‘Among the members of the audience silent 
devotion and wonder alternated with loud enthusiasm for the powerful effect of 
mighty visions; the prodigal number of happy ideas surprised all and surpassed 
the highest expectations.”’ For one reason or another, The Seasons has usually 
been abbreviated in performance and opportunities like this evening’s to hear 
this great work intact have been comparatively rare. 

One is struck today, as was the reviewer of that first performance, with 
Haydn’s apparently effortless and inexhaustible flow of melody, melody at once 
perfectly accessible and consummately artful. The freshness of every image 
conjured up by this music would be a marvelous achievement for a young man; 
in an artist approaching seventy it is a creative triumph with few parallels. In The 
Seasons the aged Haydn bids farewell to the world of nature he loved so well. 
His music preserves with a vivid sense of immediacy the relatively simple life of 
eighteenth-century country folk, even if it does so in a somewhat idealized way. 
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Haydn begins, as does Thomson, with the passage from winter to spring. 
(Mendelssohn might have had this introduction in mind while writing Die erste 
Walpurgisnacht — performed by the Society in 1967.) Simon (a farmer), Lukas 
(a peasant) and Hanne (Simon’s daughter) comment on each change of season, 
“Komm, holder Lenz” breaks upon the scene like the first gentle breezes of 
spring; the tune is simple but surrounded with artifices of harmony and 
countermelody which rob it of none of its simplicity. Haydn’s affinity for genre 
painting in music has often been noted; the whistling plowman (No. 4) is his first 
one in The Seasons. Included in the delightful obbligato accompaniment is a 
quotation, here played by the piccolo, from Symphony No. 94, 

The oratorio tradition is also a religious one and Thomson’s invocations to 
the deity in the conventional modes of epic poetry were altered by van Swieten 
to the Christian concept of God’s role in nature. The first supplication addressed 
to God, ‘‘Sei nun gnadig”’ (No. 6), is a kind of prelude and fugue, the fugue on a 
subject reminiscent of the ““Quam olim Abrahae”’ fugue in Mozart’s Requiem. 

In any composition of The Seasons’ scope variety in the choruses and arias is 
essential. Haydn commands a whole range of expression and musical develop- 
ment from simple folk song to elaborate contrapuntal movements, The 
ingenuous ‘‘O wie lieblich’’? (No. 8) initiates in a light-hearted manner an 
extensive tableau which embraces a good part of this range. One of the most 
dramatic gestures in The Seasons is the sudden change of key in this section 
from a bustling D major to the solemn fanfares ““Ewiger, machtiger”’ in B-flat. In 
the ensuing fugue Haydn captured in his own idiom the spirit of Handel: 
epigrammatic ideas presented in successive waves of ever increasing excitement. 

The Summer episode takes place within a single day, from the crowing of the 
cock (“‘des Tages Herold’’) to the sounding of the vesper bell and the appearance 
of the evening star. After the poetic accompanied recitative which portrays the 
passage of night, a shepherd sets out with his flock in the grey light of dawn asa 
horn echoes from hillside to hillside (No. 10). In “flaming majesty”’ the sun rises, 
greeted by a powerful hymn of praise (No. 11). The soloists redirect this tribute 
to the Creator but the chorus recommences its hymn to the “source of light and 
life’? with new and more florid counterpoints. 

As the sun’s heat becomes more oppressive life comes to a standstill (“Dem 
Druck erlieget die Natur; No. 13). In The Creation Haydn took great delight in 
imitating the sounds of nature; so also here in The Seasons he depicts the 
rustling leaves, the rushing brook and the buzzing insects. He had second 
thoughts about some of these naive little miniatures but they are part of his 
personality. A hush descends over the summer landscape before the storm (No. 
17) breaks with trills and rushing figures in the orchestra followed by a fugue on 
relentlessly descending scale patterns. Then the sounds of night unfold upon an 
earth washed by cooling rain as the clouds part and the evening star appears (No. 
18). 

Neither Autumn nor Winter are as well integrated as the two previous seasons, 


Spring and Summer. After the usual preliminary description the libretto 
presented Haydn with a paean to industry: “So lohnet die Natur den Fleiss” 
(No. 20), a rather dry theme to maintain interest during an entire trio and 
chorus. The result is at best an illustration of what industry can achieve in the 
absence of inspiration. Van Swieten must have felt at this point compelled to 
legitimize his introduction of the two young people, Hanne and Lukas, by 
casting them as lovers. In the charming duet, “Ihr Schonen aus der Stadt’’ (No. 
22), the slight musical material does not seem able to bear the length Haydn 
requires of it. The utterly prosaic sentiments of van Swieten help precious little. 

Haydn’s imagination shifts into high gear again over the excitement of the 
hunt, a pastime he enjoyed very much. The agitation of the hound as it searches 
out the prey is vividly depicted (No. 26) as is the frantic flight of the birds in a 
vain attempt to escape the marksman’s bullet. Then through the forest ring the 
shouts of the huntsmen, the sounds of their horns and the barking of dogs in hot 
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pursuit: surely a scene which reminded the composer of his days in England. The 
effect is electrifying and though we may share Thomson’s feeling that “poor is 
the triumph o’er the timid Hare’’ what would we have lost if Haydn felt that 
way! No less robust is the Winzerfest as the casks of new wine yield their 
contents in liberal measure (“‘Juhe, juhe! der Wein ist da:’’ No. 28). The country 
musicians make their colorful contribution to the festivities with fife, drum, 
bagpipe and other rustic instruments all faithfully imitated by Haydn. 

Though Haydn understood well the peasant merrymakers of Autumn he must 
have approached Winter with yet deeper insight. Winter is the embiem of death 
in The Seasons: “‘pale winter draws nigh and points to the grave left open for 
you.” The tired wanderer, lost on his way and at the end of his powers, rejoices 
to see a light in the distance (No. 32). In the warm house he hears a spinning 
song (No. 34) and the perennial story of the shepherdess accosted by a knight 
(No. 36). Preparing to end on a note of exaltation van Swieten, following 
Thomson closely, compares human life with the season of the year resolving that 
all the plans and pleasures of life pass away and “‘virtue alone survives.” In the 
pompous and splendid manner of which he was the supreme master Haydn 
celebrates “the glorious Morn, the second birth of Heaven and Earth’ 
(Thomson) in a brilliant closing chorus. 

The Seasons stands at a focal point not only in its own genre but also as a 
reinterpretation of the musical heritage of the past and as a powerful influence 
on Romanticism. Beethoven’s ‘“Pastorale’” distills the essence of Haydn’s 
Summer and Autumn and the musical indebtedness is by no means slight. 
Mendelssohn, Meyerbeer, Weber and even Wagner dipped into The Seasons’ rich 
treasure of ideas. Exhausted by his labors on The Seasons the composer made his 
last will a few weeks after its first performance. Eight more years of life yet 
remained but the crowning jewels had already been deposited in his legacy and 
The Seasons is surely one of them. 
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